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stiff knee that has made him so standoffish. If so, that means
he is uncommonly sensitive. I have a notion he would respond
to a little tactful attention.
Yesterday afternoon I waved a hand to him as he was
hobbling across the grounds behind a big lawn-mower. He
paused a moment, and regarded me with an impassive stare,
but did not return my salute. An hour later one of the
orderlies met me in a corridor and said, confidentially,
"This here new fellow, with the game leg, is out in the
parkin' lot, a-tinkerin' with your motor. He's got the spark-
plugs all out, a-fussin' with 'em.'
"I know about that, Danny," I said, failing to add that I
had just now found it out. "And perhaps you'd better get
back to your own job before it outgrows you." I hate a tattler.
It annoyed me a little to have this report about Perry.
I would have to tell him, too, to mind his own business.
When I left the hospital, my car had more pep and snap than
it had had for many a day. Perry had cleaned and readjusted
the spark-plugs; probably had known they needed it when
he heard the engine come into the lot.
I couldn't help chuckling over this droll affair. Perry is
going to be worth cultivation, I think. Yesterday's episode
is funny enough to make a dog laugh, but it has its pathos,
too. Sour old Perry never gets an amiable word because he
doesn't deserve it* I wave a hand to him, and he merely
scowls at me. Then he ditches his lawn-mower and goes out
to do me a favour. I must see more of Perry, but 111 have to
be very careful.
I think he has all the natural instincts of a squirrel He
could be trained to eat out of your hand, but it would be a
mistake to pat him on the back*